They all think it too soon, and object!'
'They would,' he said.
'I have no visible means of support for one thing.'
'No? Well ... we can fix that up. How about a contract? Adler!' he
called.
Adler came.
'Wright wants to get married,—no visible means of support. What do
you say to a five-year contract?'
'All right/ said Adler. 'You fix it, Sullivan!' And he went out—his
usual exit—as though suddenly remembering something that demanded
instant attending to.
Meanwhile, as fellowship was taking its course in apprenticeship in the
offices of Adler and Sullivan in the Auditorium Tower, let us go back to
another fellowship—go back to the girl in the Hyde Park High School.
You have already had a glimpse of our first meetings, the struggle with
the circumstance of family that had now led to this announcement to
Lieber Meister.
This other phase of fellowship—the sunny-haired, tall, slenderly hand-
some high-school girl, now seventeen, was the engaging Catherine herself.
She walked with a kind of light-hearted gaiety: mass of red curls, rather
short, bobbing in the breeze. White skin. Cheeks rosy. Blue-eyed, frank
and impulsive. Generous to see and to me.
'Kitty,' idol of the Tobin household still had pretty much her own way
about everything. And everyone, except White Grandma.
After the stabbing I received as my shar-.e in that row at the office I had
gone directly to her at Kenwfrod. There had been no mention of love—or
marriage, no proposal. Why- talk about it? It was all a matter of course, so
far as that went—sometime l.JtX ^
But Catherine, recently back from the North where she had been sent,
was quite changed. She was thinner and pale. Her blue eyes were not so
happy now, her manner was less gay than usual. She would fall silent.
Listless.
And for some time past, I myself had felt that we were in a false posi-
tion. Catherine was doing nothing much in school. I knew 'Kitty' was
running the gauntlet there with the school girls who knew of her attach-
ment to me. I knew because I saw the drawing of a large-eyed kitty—
with the legend 'Perfectly Frank* beneath. They had sent it to her from
school.
And at home, too, though holding her own with all but 'White Grand-
ma', she was under her discipline. With no knowledge at all we had come
to the boy and girl intimacy, no longer satisfied with sheepish looks and
perfunctory visiting or playing or talk or music.
Freedom is necessary to any beauty in any fellowship. Otherwise it be-
comes something mean and shameful by implication. It was shameful
even to suspect we were being watched. So I decided to clear it all up.
The consequence of this announcement to Lieber Meister now enabled
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